I KNOW I AM RIGHT

People pass by with all kinds of stories,
high life, low life, low key, high wire,
believing, forgiving, betraying, remembering,
suffering, smiling, demanding, surrendering.
This is a world that flows like a river,
and all I need to do is follow my star.

Let's not forget what it all amounts to,
the timeless game of effect and cause,
the final analysis, the gain or the loss.
Shout it in the wind, write it on the wall,
cry your heart out, smudge your makeup with tears,
shout the old questions across the empty hall.

The dark of the night, the brunt of a fight,
the face with the mask and the painted smile;
delicate metaphors, swift turns of phrase
spinning and weaving in the black space.
But yeah, I know I'm right, baby,
and what I must do is follow my star.

Get me, forget me, sing me and bring me
to the last street of this lost sleeping city,
to the first enigma of this found waking life.
White knight, black queen, one square or another,
your enemy is your mirror and your lover,
your friend is the reflection of a dream.

Pleas, ideas, innate contradictions,
eternal promises, sweet addictions,
windows and doors open to nowhere,
skies and illusions inviting the flight.
Oh yeah, this time I know I'm right
and all I must do is follow my star.

I don't like cheating in the game,
but only once I think it's OK
to get back at what's wrong with this walk
in the streets of a city that hurts you,
in the face of a God that forgets you.
I know I'm right and I'll follow my star.

Oh, I know I'm right,
I'll fly into the night,
I'll win every fight.
I know I'm right baby,
this time I know I'm right.

(Maria, July 2007)
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